Tbefirjl part of the contention of the two famous 

Q ueene Hell fire and vengeance go along with you, 
Thercs two of you, the diuell make the third, 

Fie vvomanifh man,cand thou not curie thy enemies? 

Stiff- A plague vpon thcimwhercforc Ihould I curfe them? 
Could curfes kill as do the Mandrakes groanes, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered drongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice (o many fignes ofdeadly hate, 

Asleanefacde Enuy in her loathfome caue, 

My tongue fiiould Humble in mine earned words. 

Mine eies Ihould Iparkle like the beaten flint, 

My haire be fixt on end, as one diftraught, 

And euery ioynt Ihould feernc to curfe and ban, 

And now me thinkes my burthened heart would breake. 
Should I not curfe them:poifon be their drinke, 

Gall,worfe then gall, the daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft fliade,a groue oflypris trees. 

Their fofted touches fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their mufique frightfull, like the ferpents hide. 

And boding fcrike-owles make the confort full, 

All the foulc terrors in darke feated hell. 

Queene. Enough fweete SufFolke,thou toimentfl thyldf. 

Suffolk.? You bade me ban, and will vou bid meceafe? 
Now by this ground that I am banifht from, 

W ell could 1 curie away a winters night. 

And Handing naked on a mountainc top, 

W here biting cold would neuer let grade grow. 

And thinkeit but a minute Ipent in fport. 

Queene No more, fweete Suffkffh'K thee hence to France, 
Or liue where thou wilt within this wo rides globe, 
lie hauc an Irifh that lhall find thee out, 

And long thou fhalt not fray, but ile haue thee repcald, 

O r venture to be baniiTied my frlFc, * 

Oh let this kille be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feed: it, thou maift thinkc on me: 

Away,I lay, that I mayfeelemy griefe. 

For it is nothing whil'd thou ftanded here. 




koujes ,ofYorke and Lane after. 

$ujf. Thus is poore Suffolk? ten times banilhed, 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter ZJawfe. 

Queene How now, whither goes Vawfe fo fad? 

Vatvfe. T o fignifie vnto his maiedv. 

That Cardinal! Bcwford is at point of death, 

Somtimes he rauesand cries as he ’ . ere mad, 

Sometimes he calls vpon Duke Humphreys ghod, 
Andwhilpers to his pillow as to him. 

And fometime he calls to fpeake vnto the King, 

And lam going to ccrtifie vnto his grace,' 

That euen now he cald alowd for him. 

Queene Go then good V awfe,and certifie the King. 
exit ’Vawfe. 

Oh what is worldly pompelall men mud die. 

And woe am I for Bewfords licauy end. 

But why mourne I for him,whildthou art here? 

S weete Suff/ke hie thee hence to France, 

Forifthe King do come, thou lure mud die. 

‘Stff. Andif I go,l cannot liuc:but hereto die, 

What were it elfc,but like a plealant dumber 
In thy lap? h " 

Here could TjCotild I,brecatli my foulc into the ayre, 

As miide and gentl e as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug between his lips, 

Where from thy fight I Ihould be raging mad, 

And call for thee to dole mine eies. 

Or with thy lips to fiop mV dying foul e, 

That I might breath it (b into thy body, 

And thcn.it liude in fweete Elyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to die in iead, 

From thee to die, were torment more then death, 

0 let me flay, befall what may befall. 

Queene Oh mightd thou day with fafctic ofthy life, 

Then Ihouldd thou day,butheauens deny it. 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald- 
Sujf.lopC. '• 

F Jffteent 


